HITLER   AND   I

cWhat are you going to do?3

"Nothing. Anything I did would look like personal
revenge.  I'm not afraid of their intrigues.5

Schleicher, however, was too sure of himself. The
plot that led to his undoing was of the deadliest kind.
Oscar von Hindenburg, one of the worst intriguers of
them all, drew his father's attention to the laxity of the
Chancellor's morals and his scandalous amours.
The speech the latter had made on December 15,
his profession of faith as a csocial genera?, had
frightened old Hindenburg as well as the capitalists.
Schleicher's days of power were numbered, but he only
realized it on January 28, when it was too late.

On the 26th I dined with Madame Tabouis, the
French journalist, at a restaurant in the Unter den
Linden.

'There is nothing to be afraid of/ that charming
woman assured me. *I have just come from
Schleicher's, and he tells me he has Hitler in the
hollow of his hand.*

cWell/ I replied, laughing, 'if he has him there, he
had better hold him tight; otherwise it will be too
late/

I wonder if Madame Tabouis ever thinks of that
conversation?

Once more Hindenburg declared that things could
not go on in this fashion. The Red General Schleicher